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But I Like Hookers and God 





oes this ever happen to you? 
You're bopping along, minding your own busi- 


ness, and—whap!— 
one of your friends be- 
comes born again. 

You listen to his 
story, the same way 
you listen to somebody 
tell you how he took 
his transmission a- 
part. It’s not some- 
thing you wanna do, 
but you can kind of 
admire him for doing 
something different. 

But then, all of a 
sudden, you realize 
the reason your friend 
is telling you this 

-story—because, now 
that he’s born again, 
he plans to destroy 
everything in his life 
that’s in your life. 

“I won't be going 
to those movies any- 
more, Joe Bob,” he 
tells you. 

And yow’re think- 
ing, “Wait a minute, I 
thought we were talk- 
ing about God here.” 

And he explains to 
you that how, now 
that his life belongs to 
God, he can’t be park- 
ing his holy carcass in 
any drive-in movie lot. 
God wouldn’t approve. 

“Whatifthey were 





Melanie Coll says, “Perm my hair again or [ll fire.” 
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showing The Ten Commandments?” 
Then he might approve. In fact, if you make a list 


of movies God would 
approve of, you get 
some of the all-time 
movie borefests. God 
evidently only likes 
movies that will put 
you into a coma. 

“And I won’t be 
going to the topless 
bars anymore,” your 
born-again friend 
Says. 

“God hates wo- 
men?” 

No, asit turns out, 
God hates beautiful 
nekkid women. 

So I try to be un- 
derstanding. “Well, I 
hope you're able to 
find a wonderful ugly 
girl who wears wool 
Sweaters up to her 
chin. Maybe yall can 
get married.” 

And, of course, it 
goes without saying 
that the guy won’t be 
drinking anymore. 
Most of them say they 
have to cancel their 
subscription to my 
newsletter, or stop 
reading my column. 
And so, after a while, 
you start to get para- 
noid. Because what 
they’re saying is that 





God dislikes me. Specifically. 

“Isn’t there some place in the Bible that says, if 
I’m a miserable lost sinner, you're supposed to treat 
me like a little lamb that wandered off in the woods 
or something? I mean, refusing to read my column— 
isn’t that kinda like saying I’m this leper that might 
pollute your very being?” 

And they say something like, “Joe Bob, if you 
would accept Jesus into your life right now, then you 
would understand everything.” 

And I say, “The J-Man? I love the J-Man. Not the 
Willem Dafoe New York version either. I love the 
whole nine yards. And one thing I like about the 
guy—he loved hookers, and I love hookers.” 

But by this time it’s too late to make jokes, 
because what your friend is really saying is 
“Sayonara.” 

To which I wanna say this: If God doesn’t under- 
stand how funny everything is, then he’s not much of 
a God, is he? 

And speaking of a movie that born-agains will 
hate—stop reading now if you're a practicing 
Babtist—they finally brought out the video version 
of Lust For Freedom, the bimbos-in-cages classic 
from the mid-eighties about the dimwit girl karate 
expert ex-cop who finds herself in a prison in the 
middle of the desert where she’s framed on drug 
charges, drugged, beaten, abused and molested, but 
she can’t figure out whether she’s being mistreated 
or is just not fully informed about modern prison 
procedure. 

Melanie Coll is the star bimbo (this was the first 
in a series of one starring role for Melanie), and she 
does that great deadpan narration throughout the 
movie: “Cops were dying all over the place, and all I 
could do was act like a woman... . I awakened, 





Elizabeth Carroll aaa he face of terror. 


sopping wet and nauseous.” 

She’s an undercover cop whose 
partner and fiance gets wasted ina 
drug-bust shootout, causing Mela- 
nie to crumble into a little heap of 
fake eyelashes on the floor. Pretty 
soon she’s packed all her stuff and 
decided to “drive around aimlessly 
for days.” Unfortunately, she drives 
into a county where the sheriff 
rounds up unattached young 
women, frames them and puts them 
in prison, so the evil warden Max- 
well can sell them to perverts. 
Meanwhile, while in custody, 
they’re tortured by the sadistic 
matron played by Judi Trevor, 
chained up, hosed down, pawed by 
lesbos, kung-fued, checked with a 
rubber glove, probed, examined, 
and sometimes taken into the coun- 
tryside by the guards for “parties.” 
Then, in the last five minutes, the 
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girls kill all the monster males and 
lesbo sadists and escape and get mar- 
ried. 

In other words, classic women-in- 
prison. 

Thirty-two dead bodies. Seventeen 
breasts. Two motor vehicle chases, 
with crash and burn. Two explosions. 
Gangster flinging. Spurting blood. 
Girls running around the desert in 
strapless evening gowns. Windex-in- 
the-eyes. Boyfriend set on fire. Chains. 
Whips. Sex at the point of a crossbow. 
Snuff films. Five Kung Fu scenes. 
Bimbo Fu. Lesbo Fu. Drive-In Acad- 
emy Award nominations for Elizabeth 
Carlisle, as Vicky the smart-mouthed 
inmate, who says “I’ve been knocked 
down and insulted—I’m hot and 
dirty—I’m calling it a day”; and 
Melanie Coll, the bimbo with a heart 
of gold. 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 









Melanie Coll says, “That’s better—don't let it 
happen again.” 


Elizabeth Carlisle asks, “What are you gonna do with that 
crossbow, big boy?” 
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Free Junk | 


- The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the 
mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a jerk 
in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the rest of 
your life. 

Records 

Christmas at the Drive-In (45 record) by Cathryn L. Lacey 

(20), Easy to Take Easy to Swallow by Bunkum. 
2 T-Shirts 

Movie Trivia Show (XL), KCMU Radio (L), The Ignaroids 
(L), Vote for Al Goldstein (XL), Christmas At The Drive-In (2-S), 
Dice Rules (20-L), Wes Craven’s Shocker (L), I’m not Sorry (L). 

Photos 

1991 Dallas Maverick team photo, Shining Through photo 
collection, Big Bad Mama II (15), Hunter’s Blood (39), Weekend 
at Bernie’s (50), A Nightmare on Elm Street II (50), Blood 
Salvage postcards (Evander Holyfield on the back) (75), For The 
Boys photo collection, Grand Canyon photo collection, Califor- 
nia Hardbodies Female Oil Wrestling group or individual photos 
(Brittany, Ashley, Tammie, Ronnie, Neriah, Melody, Lacey). 

Videos 

Alien Space Avenger (from the director of Class of Nuke Em 
High); Auntie Lee’s Meat Pies; Barbarian Queen II starring Lana 
Clarkson; Beastmaster 2 / Trust (two full-length screeners); Blood 
Harvest starring Tiny Tim; Buried Alive; Center of the Web with 
Robert Davi, Tony Curtis and Charlene Tilton; Comedy Central 
clips; Webb Wilder’s Corn Flicks; Roger Corman’s Crisis in the 
Kremlin; Dark Rider; Deadly Bet starring Charlene Tilton; 
Defenseless / Back Track / Bucky O’Hare / Rambling Rose trailer 
video; Doctor Death, a Webster Colcord production; Ed Sullivan 
trailer; Evil Toons with Monique Gabrielle and David Carradine; 
Final Approach; Future Kick with Don “The Dragon” Wilson; 
Andy Sidaris’ Hard Hunted starring Dona Speir; Webb Wilder’s 
Horror Hayride; In Gold We Trust starring Jan-Michael Vincent; 
In the Heat of Passion with Sally Kirkland and Nick Corri. 


Joe Bob wonders why only 500-pound women use HSN, then visits . . . 


Chinese Kung Fu Geekfest 


omething strange is going on at the Home 
Shopping Network. 

Remember when it first came on the air, about 
ten years ago, and they had about 9,000 products for 
sale—like gold chains that would normally only be 
worn by guys named Sal, and toasters with pictures 
of weenie dogs on the side, and socks with Halloween 
pumpkins on the toes to give to your 12-year-old 





niece named Tiffany? 

Well, I’ve been doing a lot of late-night Home 
Shopping Network research lately, and am I the only 
one who’s noticed this? They only have one product 
now: 

Dresses for fatsos. 

Oh, I know they don’t say that. They don’t say, 
“For the next hour we'll be selling fashions for the 
350-pound buffalo woman.” But look at this stuff: 
Cheesy dacron pants suits with those blouses that 
hang down over your butt. Seventy-five-gallon “dress 
shirts” that have no shape—they hang off your 
shoulders like a circus tent. Sweaters that have so 
much embroidery on there that they look billboards 
advertising a Miami Beach florist. | 

But the real giveaway is the sizes they offer. 
Sometimes they don’t even offer “Small” at all. It’s 
not an option. They offer Medium, Large, and Extra 
Large. And sometimes they offer something called 
“XX” or “XXX.” And just to be sure youcan fit into one 





Mark Salzman loaria that it’s okay to touchie, but no kissie, as he goes to 
China, falls in love with Vivian Wu and becomes a kung-fu fool in Iron & Silk. 


of those, the lady commentator gets out a tape 
measure and gives you the true numbers on each 
size. Sometimes she even talks to the model. “Betty, 
is that the 54-inch or the 58-inch?” 

And you go, “Whoa! Did she say fifty-eight? What 
don’t they just call the sizes Elephant, Beluga Whale, 
and World Trade Center?” 

Another thing they'1l do is talk about how much 

= ile 2 of the blouse “cov- 

| i ers your bottom.” 
They’re obsessed 
with “your bottom.” 
They talk about it 
all the time. Like, if 
you cover up that 
part, the rest of you 
is gonna look like 
Christie Brinkley. 

So what’s going 
on here? When did 
the Home Shopping 
Network become 
the land of the fash- 
ion mastodons? Is 
there some connec- 
tion between cable 
TV and women the 
size of countries in 
South America? Are 
these women we 
never see? Do they 
live in Nebraska 
somewhere, maybe 
in caves, having no contact with the world except 
through cable TV? And, if so, why are they shopping 
for Size 94 mu-mus in the first place? So they can go 
visit the cave next door? 

And while we’re on the subject, let me point out 
something here. Sloppy loose-fitting sweaters and 
mu-mus and Mexican shirts and tent dresses don’t 
make you look thinner. They make you look fatter. 

Don’t just cover it up. Give it some shape. Be big. 
Be bold. Be an opera singer. Stick that bod out there 
and make a statement. That would be my advice. 
Don’t cover up your bottom with a piece of turquoise 
polyester that has more lumps in it than a ninety- 
gallon drum of pancake batter. Be a goldang Tur- 
quoise Polyester George Lucas Production. Believe 
me, we'll all appreciate it. 

Speaking of people who need to lookin the mirror 
three or four times a year, Mark Salzman plays 
himself in this movie called Iron & Silk that’s sup- 
posed to be the greatest kung-fu movie ever made. 





People have been calling 
me up for a year now. “Joe 
Bob, you've got to see this 
thing. Iron & Silk. This 
guy goes to China and 
learns the real kung fu. 
The kung fu they don’t 
even want us to know 
about in America. It’s a 
secret kind of kung fu with 
a stick.” 

And so finally I got a 
chance to take a look at 
this movie, and all I’ve got 
to say is, Iron & Silk 
oughta be called Iron My 
Silk Shirt. This guy is the 
biggest weenie in the his- 
tory of the universe. We’re 
talking geekarama here. 
Couldn’t they get Mel 
Gibson to play him or 
something, so we wouldn’t 
know that he has a voice 
like Mickey Mouse after a 
prostate exam. 

Here’s what it is. The 
guy goes to Chinain 1982, 
teaches English toa bunch 
of Chinese teachers, begs 
his way into a kung fu 
class, falls in love with a 
Chinese girl but knows it 
can never be because their 
cultures are too different, 
gets in trouble with the 
kung fu teacher, makes 
up with him, suffers ra- 
cial discrimination for having a big nose, comes 
home. 

That’s it. Completo. The only thing I can say for 
itis that there is some great kung fu footage, because 
the kung fu master that Salzman met over in China 
is none other than Pan Qingfu, who has appeared in 
several kung fu films, including Shaolin Temple, 
and is about as close as they come to the Rudolf 
Nureyev of Chopsocky. He can twirl one of those ten- 
foot lances like an LSU majorette. 7 

No dead bodies. No breasts. No motor vehicle 
chases. (Talk about your Communist country.) Gra- 
tuitous dumpling shopping. Kung Fu. Subtitle Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Jeanette 
Lin Tsui, as Salzman’s sweater-knitting Tai Chi 
teacher, for saying “Your face is very three-dimen- 
sional”; Pan Qingfu, as the Chinese kung fu master, 
who enjoyed playing himself so much in the movie 
that he ended up moving to Canada to make more 
flicks, for saying “In martial arts you hit with the 
eyes”; Vivian Wu, as the beautiful lover of western 
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novels who tells Salzman they can’t get into any 
heavy hanky panky because he’s a round-eye; Mark 
Salzman, for playing bad cello and going through the 
whole movie trying to figure out what the Chinese 
question “Can you eat bitter?” means, and never 
figuring it out. 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


R.L.P. 





41 Outdoor Drive-In 
Hammond, Indiana 


Republican Alert! The 41 Outdoor Drive-In, 
on Route 41 in the Robertsdale section of 
Hammond, Indiana, has vanished off the face of 
the earth, to be replaced by a yellow metal 
building. No details available, but Tracy Levin 
of El Paso reminds us that, without eternal 
vigilance, it can happen here. 


Mr. Baseball: Tom Selleck is a rebellious major league 
ballplayer who struggles to revive his career by playing for a 
Japanese team. Universal. Theatrical. Oct. 2. 

Green Jello: Cereal Killer: Green Jello is the world’s first 
“video-only” band, using bad-taste costumes and worse-taste music 
along with animation, claymation, speedpunk nightmare visions, 
and industrial noise. The band was formed in Buffalo in 1981, and 
has always used the motto “We Suck!” They enjoy being idiots. Zoo 
Entertainment. $16.98. Oct. 9. 

Critters 4: Sci-fi black comedy sequel about the inter-galactic 
tumbleweeds with a boundless appetite, who return to space where 
they create havoc among unsuspecting travelers. Starring Brad 
Dourif. New Line. $89.95. Oct. 14. 

For Those About To Rock: Musical documentary of Moscow’s 
first open-air rock concert, held last September 28, when the 
world’s top metal bands gathered to pay tribute to the Russian 
teenagers who had manned the barricades during the failed coup 
attempt. Directed by superstar video director Wayne Isham, the 
tape features AC/DC, Metallica, The Black Crowes and Pantera, 
as well as a Russian group chosen in a free telephone poll of Moscow 
rock fans—Electro Shock Therapy. Warner. $19.98 (video). 
$29.98 (laserdisc). Oct. 14. 

From the Dead of Night: Supernatural thriller starring Lind- 
say Wagner as a woman who has an accident and journeys to the 
gates of the afterlife, then returns to be tormented by the undead 
that want to reclaim her. Also starring Diahann Carroll, Bruce 
Boxleitner. AIP. $89.95. Oct. 14. 

The House on Tombstone Hill: Haunted-house tale of a group 
of young friends who invest in an abandoned mansion, only to find 
out they’re disturbing the original owner, a decrepit, silver-haired 


matriarchal maniac bent on imprisoning, tormenting = slaugh- | 


tering her new landlords. AIP. $89.95. Oct. 14. 


Illusions: Suspense drama starring Heather Locklear as a = ) : 
_ fleeing from an amorous Indian girl. Featuring Ella Fitzgerald. 
-MCA/Universal. $14.98. Oct. 15. 


woman who’s having a nervous breakdown while her husband, 
Robert Carradine, shows a weird affection for his beautiful sister 
Emma Samms—and mysterious landlord Ned Beatty seems to 
bei in on the secret. Prism. $89.95. Oct. 14. 

liga Wonderful Life: As a Christmas-gift promotion, the 
Jia immy ‘Stewart classicis bei 
Edition” which features, in addition to the Frank Capra film, a 
featurette called The Making of “It’s a Wonderful Life,” narrated by 
Tom Bosley, and including interviews with Capra and Stewart; 





the film’s original 1946 trailer; a 365-page hardbound book, The its 


a Wonderful Life Book; a collection of behind-the-scenes photos; a 
reproduction of an Se color lobby card; and a reproduction of 
the original color theatrical poster. Republic. $69.98. Oct. 14. 

_ Newsies: Feel-good drama, based on the New York City 
newspaperboy’s strike of 1899, in which newsboys Christian Bale, 
David Moscow, Mas Casella and Trey Parker stand up for their 
rights and challenge the powerful and unscrupulous publisher, 
Joseph Pulitzer, played by Robert Duvall. Also starring Ann- 
Margret. Walt Disney. $94.95. Oct. 14. 

The Public Eye: Film noir, set in New York in 1942, starring 
Joe Pesci as an eccentric tabloid photographer with an eye for the 
underside of life, and Barbara Hershey as a nightclub owner. 
Universal. Theatrical. Oct. 14. 

Red Shoe Diaries: Erotic drama starring Brigitte Bako as a 
beautiful woman who thinks she has the man she always wanted— 
until she meets everything she ever desired, with a perfect oppor- 
tunity for a secret affair with a total stranger, and is drawn into an 
uncontrollable cycle of lust and guilt and obsession. Also starring 
David Duchovny, Billy Wirth. This Zalman King film is avail- 
able in an R-rated version and an “unrated” version, which contains 
eight minutes of never-before-seen footage. Republic. $89.98 (video). 
$29.98 (laserdisc). Oct. 14. 

Trancers III: Sci-fisequel starring Tim Thomerson asa time- 
traveling cop sent to the year 2005 to fight the deadliest form of 
Trancer ever—one with a government-designed brain. Featuring 
special appearances by Helen Hunt, Megan Ward, Stephen 


yeing ‘rereleased i ina “Deluxe Collector’s — 
- Quinn. Featuring the song “Moonlight Becomes You,” one of 
_ Crosby's most famous ballads. MCA/Universal. $14.98. Oct. 15. 


Macht and Telma Hopkins. Paramount. $99.99. Oct. 14. 

Voyage of Terror: The Achille Lauro Affair: Docudrama star- 
ring Burt Lancaster and Eva Marie Saint as the tourists at the 
shocking center of the hijacking of the cruise ship Achille Lauro, in 
this treatment of the international incident which provoked a 
military response by President Reagan. Shot on the actual ship and 
route where it happened. Prism. $79.95. Oct. 14. 

Abbott and Costello Meet the Invisible Man: The 1951 comedy 
starring Bud Abbott and Lou Costello as detective school gradu- 
ates who go undercover with accused killer Arthur Franz, who 
has injected himself with an invisibility serum in order to escape 
detection. Featuring a famous boxing sequence. MCA/Universal. 
$14.98. Oct. 15. 

Brain Donors: Comedy starring John Turturro as an ambu- 
lance-chasing attorney who helps a wealthy dowager found a ballet 
company. Also starring Bob Nelson, Mel Smith. Paramount. 
$99.99. Oct. 15. 

Buck Privates Come Home: The 1947 comedy in which Bud 
Abbott and Lou Costello rescue a stowaway kid, bail out a midget 
car racer, and accidentally lead the police on a cross-country race 
that’s become one of the most memorable sequences in film history. 
MCA/Universal. $14.98. Oct. 15. 

Mexican Hayride: The 1948 comedy starring Lou Costello as 
an Iowa hayseed swindled by con man Bud Abbott, who follows 
him to Mexico City and becomes involved with beautiful singer 
Luba Malina and ends up being chased around a bull ring. MCA/ 
Universal. $14.98. Oct. 15. 

Pardon My Sarong: The 1942 comedy oe Bud Abbott 
and Lou Costello as bus drivers who join the crew of a yacht hit 


bya hurricane and end up on anisland ruled by the sinister Lionel 
: Atwill. MCA/Universal. $14.98. Oct. 15. 


Ride ‘em Cowboy: The 1941 comedy western starring Bud 
Abbott and Lou Costello as hot-dog-vendors-turned-cowhands, 


Road to Morocco: The 1942 musical comedy starring Bob 
Hope and Bing Crosby as shipwreck survivors who become the 
guests of a beautiful princess, Dorothy Lamour, who plans to 
marry one of them, arousing the jealousy of a sheik, Anthony 


Road to Singapore: This 1940 musical comedy: was the first of 
the series of “Road” pictures, starring Bob Hope and Bing Crosby 
as two bachelors who have sworn off women and are hiding out in 
Singapore, not counting on Dorothy Lamour showing up as their 
housekeeper. Also starring Anthony Quinn. MCA/U niversal. 
$14.98. Oct. 15. 

Road to Zanzibar: This 1941 musical comedy & was the first 
sequel after the huge success of Road to Singapore, starring Bob 
Hope and Bing Crosby as scheming carnival performers who sell 
a phony diamond mine and then hide out in Zanzibar, where they 
meet Dorothy Lamour and Una Merkel, who lure them into the 
jungle and introduce them to a tribe of hungry cannibals. MCA/ 
Universal. $14.98. Oct. 15. 

The Wistful Widow of Wagon Gap: The 1947 comedy starring 
Bud Abbott and Lou Costello as travelling salesmen, detained 
in asmall Montana town, where Costello accidentally shoots aman 
but ends up appointed sheriff. Also starring Marjorie Main. MCA/ 
Universal. $14.98. Oct. 15. 

The Adventures of Rocky & Bullwinkle: Four new volumes of 
Jay Ward’s beloved cartoon series, bringing the total number of 
releases to 12. Ifyou buy all four, you get a Bullwinkle baseball cap. 
The volumes, each with a running time of 45 minutes, are: 
“Pottsylvania Creeper,” “Painting Theft,” “The Weather Lady,” 
and “Banana Formula.” Buena Vista. $12.99 per volume. Oct. 16. 

Candyman: Gothic horror tale, based on Clive Barker’s 
short story “The Forbidden,” about two graduate students working 
on a study of urban mythology who encounter a horrifying living 
legend—Candyman. Starring Virginia Madsen, Tony Todd, 


CAN'T WAIT FOR ... 


(eter 


Vanessa Williams. TriStar. Theatrical. Oct. 16. 

The Babe: Video release of the docudrama about the life of 
baseball great Babe Ruth, starring John Goodman as the Ameri- 
can legend who moved in a world of good times, hard drinking and 
fast women, until he tearfully agreed to mend his ways for the good 
of young kids. MCA/Universal. $99.99 (video). $34.98 (laserdisc). 
Oct. 21. 

Batman Returns: Quick video release of the year’s number- 
one box-office hit ($160 ; 


million), starring 
Michael Keaton as 
Batman, Michelle 


Pfeiffer as Catwoman, 
Danny DeVito as the 
Penguin, and Christo- 
pher Walken as the vil- 
lainous billionaire Max 
Shreck. Paramount. 
$24.98 (video). $39.98 
(laserdisc). Oct. 21. 

Casper the Ghost: 
Three new collections of 
four cartoons each, re- 
leased on video for the 
first time. MCA/Univer- 
sal. $9.98 each. Oct. 21. 

The Cutting Edge: 
Romantic comedy star- 
ring D.B. Sweeney asa 
hockey player forced to 
retire when he’s injured, 
and Moira Kelly as a 
classically-trained figure 
skater whose prima don- 
na attitude makes for a 
rocky history with men. 
MGM/UDA. $94.99 
(video). $29.98 (laser- 
disc). Oct. 21. 

The Godfather Tril- 
ogy 1901-1980: Video “collectible” combining all three Francis 
Ford Coppola films into one production (supervised by Coppola), 
and including additional scenes never seen before. The total run- 
ning time is 9 hours, 43 minutes, and the six-cassette package also 
includes The Godfather Family: A Look Inside, a 73-minute behind- 
the-scenes look at the making of each of the three movies, with rare 
footage from Coppola’s vault, screen tests, rehearsals, and recollec- 
tions by the stars. Also in the package is a 28-page booklet filled with 
photos and archival materials, including storyboard sketches. 
Paramount. $199.95. ($89.95 for the three films as originally 
released.) Oct. 21. 

Mr. Magoo: Eleven never-before-released volumes of the 
cartoon about the near-sighted bumbler featuring the voice of Jim 
Backus. Episodes from The Mr. Magoo Show run 25 minutes. 
Installments of What’s New, Mr. Magoo? run 42 minutes. Para- 
mount. $9.95 (The Mr. Magoo Show). $12.95 (What’s New, Mr. 
Magoo?). Oct. 21. 

Sweet Poison: Erotic suspense thriller starring Steven Bauer 
as a ruthless criminal who escapes from his maximum-security 
jailers and, in order to get home safely, kidnaps a married couple, 
Edward Hermann and Patricia Healy, who are travelling to a 
family funeral, only to become attracted to the wife. MCA/Univer- 
sal. $79.98. Oct. 21. 

K2: Adventure drama starring Michael Biehn and Matt 
Craven as two friends, one an attorney and one a physics professor, 
who share the dream of climbing K2, the treacherous Pakistani 
peak called “The Savage Mountain,” and get their chance when 
they meet a legendary mountaineer. Also starring Patricia 
Charbonneau. Based on the Tony Award-winning play by Patrick 
Meyers. Paramount. $99.99. Oct. 22. 

Bureau of Missing Persons: First video release of the police 
drama starring Bette Davis as a murder suspect who comes to the 
Bureau to try to find the boss she supposedly killed, thus proving 





Green Jello, the video band whose motto is “We Suck!” 


her innocence. Also starring Pat O’Brien, Lewis Store. MGM/ 
VA. $19.98. Oct. 28. 

The Cabin in the Cotton: First video release of the Bette 
Davis southern drama in which she utters her immortal line, “I’d 
love to kiss you, but I just washed my hair.” Bette is the femme 
fatale trying to snare worn-out sharecropper Richard Bar- 
thelmess. MGM/UA. $19.98. Oct. 28. 

Con Man: Suspense thriller starring Ian McShane as a 
artist who witnesses a 
Mafia beating and is tar- 
geted by hitmen, making 
his girlfriend Gayle 
Hunnicutt very uncom- 
fortable. Hemdale. 
$59.95. Oct. 28. 

A Day For Thanks 
On Walton’s Mountain: 
First video release of a 
1982 made-for-TV cast 
“reunion” of The Waltons, 
which aired on Thanks- 
giving and scored major 
ratings. Starring Ralph 
Waite and Ellen Corby. 
Warner. $59.99. Oct. 28. 

ADemonin My View: 
Psychological thriller 
starring Anthony Per- 
kins as an emotionally 
tormented serial killer 
who lives with a manne- 
quin in an aging apart- 
ment house and seems to 
be overcoming his prob- 
lem—until someone de- 
stroys his mannequin. 
Vidmark. $89.95. Oct. 28. 

Ex-Lady: First video 
release of the Bette 
Davis vehicle about an independent woman eager to prove to her 
lover Gene Raymond that living together without getting mar- 
ried will do wonders for their love lives. MGM/UA. $19.98. Oct. 28. 

The Guyver: Sci-fi special-effects extravaganza starring Jack 
Armstrong as a college student thrust into a battle of good and evil 
when he discovers an alien device that transforms him into a super- 
powerful fighting machine, and Mark Hamill as the CIA agent 
who helps him fight a band of mutant soldiers. Also starring David 
Gale, Jeffrey Combs, Michael Berryman, Jimmy Walker. 
New Line. $89.95. Oct. 28. 

Incident at Oglala: The Leonard Peltier Story: Documentary 
expose on the violent events that led to the murders of two FBI 
agents in Oglala, South Dakota, in 1975, and the subsequent 
investigation that found Leonard Peltier guilty of the killings. The 
documentary makes a case that the government really had no case 
against Peltier. Narrated by Robert Redford. Live. $89.98. Oct. 
28. 

June Bride: First video release of the sophisticated farce 
starring Bette Davis and Robert Montgomery as two chic New 
York writers who travel to Indiana to cover a “typical” Indiana 
wedding. MGM/UA. $19.98. Oct. 28. 

Kid Galahad: First video release of the classic boxing drama 
starring Bette Davis as promoter Edward G. Robinson’s moll, 
who must avert her lover’s wrath after she falls for his star fighter, 
a farm boy turned heavyweight champ. Also starring Humphrey 
Bogart. MGM/UA. $19.98. Oct. 28. 

Rock & Roll Cowboys: Weird sci-fi musical starring Peter 
Phelps as a roadie for a speed-metal band, fantasizing about 
having his own band, who encounters the mysterious inventor of 
the psychotronic alpha sampler, an instrument that taps directly 
into the brain and transforms Phelps into a visionary rock-and-roll 
wizard. Unfortunately, there are side effects. Hemdale. $59.95. 
Oct. 28. 





ur Queen-B-of- 

the-Week is Sher- 
ri Graham, who so far 
has appeared in small 
parts in Naked Obses- 
sion, Cannibal Holo- 
caust, and Mob Boss 
with Eddie Deezen 
and Morgan Fair- 
child. She was also a 
body doublein a shower 
scene (we can’t imag- 
ine why) in the movie 
Channeler. 


e 


New York punk filmmaker Joe Christ just 
finished a whirlwind “Bible Belt” tour to screen his 
new violence-drenched movie Speed Freaks with 
Guns, which Joe describes as the story of “a raving, 
paranoid amphetamine addict who makes home 
movies of murder.” Joe appeared at book stores, 
record stores and clubs, where he screened the flick 
on a double bill with his 1989 Communion in Room 
410. He’s also started a new flick called Thanks So 
Much, God about a New Orleans woman who leaves 
church one day, gets hit by a Mardi Gras float and 
becomes a quadriplegic. Joe plays her “last-minute 
replacement home caretaker. .. . You know what 
they say about eating your vegetables.” (Late-break- 
ing news flash: Joe has just moved back into his Soho 
apartment with another favorite of ours, New Or- 
leans horror writer Nancy A. Collins, author of the 
critically-acclaimed Sunglasses After Dark.) 

€ 





... Wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the out-of-€he-—mainstream, ano the 
Loonie FRinge of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, ano ofher 
places where misfits dwell. 





Sherri may have small parts, but she doesn’t have... never mind. 


Fred Olen Ray, 
the exploitation pro- 
ducer/director, is col- 
laborating with Brad 
Linaweaver on a 
novel called The 
Daughter of Dr. 
Moreau, to be pub- 
lished in the new Ar- 
gosy Magazine in se- 
rial form. Brad is edi- 
tor of Prometheus 
magazine, which, for 
those who don’t re- 
member, is a weird 
publication devoted to 
“libertarian horror.” 
They eventually hope 
to develop it into a 
movie project. Ray has 
also just published a 
book, The New Poverty 
Row: Independent 
Filmmakers as Dis- 
tributors ($27.95, 
McFarland), astudy of 
his colleagues in low- 
budget filmmaking. 

€ 

Al Goldstein, the 
crude rude nasty party 
animal who publishes 
Screw magazine and 
hosts the feelthiest ac- 
cess-cable show in 
America (Midnight 
Blue), has been one of 
America’s most tireless 
free-speech crusaders 
for twenty-five years 
now. The great thing about Al is that he doesn’t just 
serve on the sexual front lines—he penetrates into 
enemy territory and tries to draw fire. When he 
found out the Edgar Rice Burroughs estate was 
suing Vogue magazine for using Tarzan in a fashion 
spread, he didn’t just write an editorial in support of 
the magazine. He published a full-page photo of 
Tarzan having sex with a gorilla—so that “if the 
lawyers want to sue Screw after Vogue, they'll find 
themselves swinging from a greased vine.” (Al is 
very fond of doctored photos; especially memorable 
is his “David N. Dinkins for Oreo Cookies” ad.) 
Screw, if you’ve never seen it, is a sixty-four-page 
weekly newspaper that’s sort of a Yellow Pages of sex 
in America, reviewing and reporting on every kind of 
porno product, sexual fad, “escort service,” and top- 
less bar known to man or woman. Al even reviews 
hookers! It has to be seen to be believed. (The latest 
sexual fad, by the way, is “psychodrama,” which is so 


sophisticated that no actual sex takes place. Ask Al, 
not us.) He also writes about the “underground” 
history of this country, such as the brutal persecu- 
tion in the fifties of Confidential magazine, which 
was simply doing what People and a dozen other 
gossip mags do today—reporting on celebrity dirty 
linen. His interview with Lenny Bruce’s mother, 
Sally Marr, was an insightful look at the weak- 
nesses and insecurities that fueled that misunder- 
stood guy’s genius. Another popular feature is “My 
Scene,” in which Al prints real-life sex experiences 
sent in by his kinky readers from around the coun- 
try. And, of course, his staff reviews “erotica” and X- 
rated videos, reporting on porn stars as they age, 
wrinkle, bounce back via 
plastic surgery, and other- 
wise cavort upon the mat- 
tress. Screw is $2.25 on 
newsstands, $33 for 15 is- 
sues, $45 for 26 issues, $75 
for a full year, payable to: 
Milky Way Productions, 
Inc., Subscription Dept., 
P.O. Box 432, Old Chelsea 
Station, New York, NY 
10011. (Age statement re- 
quired. ) 


€ 

Veteran B-movie psycho 
Wings Hauser hasjust got- 
ten the biggest break of his 
writing/directing career. 
Luke Perry, star of Beverly 
Hills 90210 and one of the 
most sought-after young 
actors in Hollywood, made 
it known that he considered 
Wings his idol, repeated this 
compliment on several ra- 
dio and TV shows, and so finally Wings called him up 
and said, “Hey, man, do you mean it?” When he said 
he did, Wings offered him the starring role in his 
next movie, 7ramps, and within a few weeks got full 
financing for it. Now it looks like they'll be shooting 
this winter. Wings has also finished a screenplay 
called Skins, about the skinhead gangs of Holly- 
wood, and hopes to direct that one next year. Wings, 
who says he “never intended to be an actor” (even 
though he’s made more than fifty pictures), is simply 
following in the footsteps of his father, a screen- 
writer blacklisted in the fifties for allegedly being a 
Communist. 

* 

Guys who love fat women are called “FA’s”—Fat 
Admirers—and Round House Stories isa little fanzine 
out of Utah that celebrates (and illustrates) the 
plump woman. It was originally a comic book, but 
editor Victor Gates recently went to a fiction for- 
mat. Sample: “I guess I was born to be fat,’ thought 





Our man Wings—a psycho and a director. 


Minnie Rosenberg as she sat waiting for her sisters 
at the Greyhound bus station. She shifted her huge 
250-pound body to get a more comfortable position in 
the cramped chair and TV combo she was sitting in. 
Minnie would of gladly put in a few quarters to pass 
the time, but her massive girth made viewing the TV 
screen rather difficult.” The zine also features let- 
ters from fatties and the men who love them. “What 
I’m trying to promote with Round House Stories,” 
says Victor, “is an outlet for FA’s to express their 
feelings and fantasies about big women. My dream 
is that every FA would come out of the closet, seek 
out the companion of his choice, and settle down to 
raise a family.” The sixteen-page bi-monthly is a 
buck for a sample, $5 for 
five issues, payable to: Vic- 
tor Gates, 552 Lancelot Dr., 
North Salt Lake, UT 84054- 
2230. 
e 

Aquablue, by the French 
cartoonist team of Thierry 
Cailleteau and Olivier 
Vatine, is an outer-space 
sci-fi comic book about a 
human boy who becomes the 
leader of a bunch of spear- 
chucking villagers on a wa- 
ter planet, only to be at- 
tacked by high-tech Nazi 
space soldiers from Planet 
Earth, bent on destroying 
the natives so they can use 
the planet for “hyper-sta- 
tions.” It’s sort of “Conan- 
the-Barbarian-meets-Sad- 
dam-Hussein’s-army,” with 
erotic fish-women thrown in 
for scenery. The forty-eight- 
page full-color comic gets two stars, and sells for 
$6.95: Dark Horse Comics, Inc., 2008 S.E. Monroe 
St., Milwaukie, OR 97222. 

€ 
Hard-core metalheads need The Wild Rag, the 

in-house zine published by Wild Rags Records of 
Montebello, California, which billsitselfas “America’s 
smallest but heaviest record label.” Among the bands 
they sell through mail-order are Humanicide, Bru- 
tality, Zombified Preachers of Gore, Necrophobic, 
Hellwitch, Nuclear Death, Carcass, Napalm Death, 
Epidemic, Eternal Dirge, Virus, Brainwash, Septic 
Flesh and Vader, along with various T-shirts, vid- 
eos, tour books, music zines, and those hot open-hole 
concho bustiers, with skin-tight Spandex leggings, 
that any metalhead wants his woman to wear. The 
sixteen-page newsletter, which includes the latest 
on all the obscurest metal bands, is $5 for twelve 
issues, payable to: Wild Rags Records, 2207 W. 
Whittier Blvd., Montebello, CA 90640-4014. 


If you think the Bolsheviks were tough bastards, listen to the Texans. . . 


Don't Mess With Our Bass 


D: you know that New York has a statewide 
police hotline to report illegal bass fishing? 

I’m not kidding. If you know of anybody traffick- 
ing in “black-market bass,” you’re supposed to call 
this number so that the Department of Environmen- 
tal Conservation can send cops to your house and 
slap handcuffs on you. 





What’s happening is that they’re running out of 
striped bass all up and down the Atlantic coast, and 
so the limit is legally set at one bass a day. And the 
law says you have to either eat it or stuffit. If you sell 
it to some restaurant, so they can make “Striped 
Bass a la King,” you're a criminal. 

Now I don’t know that much about black-market 
striped bass, since I refuse to fish anywhere that 
Jaws could have been filmed, but I do know what 
would happen if you passed this law in Texas. Bass- 
fishing in Texas is like a religion. There is no fish in 
the history of the world more revered, worshipped, 
hounded, hooked, harassed, and sought after than 
the bass. There’s a simple reason for this. The bass 
is stupid. Some bass are so stupid that they have 
hook wounds where they ’ve been caught thirty times 
by different people, many of them named “Hiram.” 
Anybody can catch a bass, even people who can’t 
count up to eleven without taking off their shoes. 

So what do you think would happen if they told 
Texans that they were no longer allowed to catch 
bass? 

Remember, we're talking about a state where 
some people still stick cattle prods into the water and 


electrocute the bass, defending this novel method of 
fishing by saying, “If he’d looked up, he could of seen 
me and swum away.” 

Ifyou told one of these guys that bass-fishing was 
illegal, ’'m afraid we might have honest-to-God revo- 
lutions in every state park in Texas. These are the 
same guys who went down to the Marine recruiting 
station at the mall and 
volunteered for service 
in the Persian Gulf. 
These are the same 
people who need to be 
reminded, in every le- 
gal Texas bar, that “ 
firearms may be brought 
into this establishment.” 
These are the ones who 
opposed the Texas “open 
container law,” which fi- 
nally banned the an- 
cient Texas tradition of 
drinking beer while 
driving your truck down 
the highway. These are 
the same men who be- 
lieve the shaving of the 
face is a passing fad. 

Do you know what 
I’m saying here? 

I’m warning you. You can raise their taxes. You 
can make them register their deer rifles. You can put 
taxes on their beer, withhold money from their 
paychecks, or foreclose on their trailer house. But, 
whatever you do, please don’t mess with their bass. 

It took seventy-five years to get rid of the Bolshe- 
viks. 

But, if these guys revolt, Stalin will look like a 
liberal. 

Trust me. 


- Republican Alert! 


kK shopping center developer is trying to oer : 
E ae hands on the 2,000-car Valley Drive-In on 
Mission Avenue in Oceanside, California, largest 
in the San Diego area with 115 acres and four 
screens. This is the drive-in of choice for Marines 
from Camp Pendleton. Twenty-five years of his- 
: tory down the old toilet unless we act now. W.M. 
Wharton Jr. of Borrego Springs and Eric Parish 


of Vista. remind us that, without eternal ae | 
lance, i it can n happen here. 
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Read About Joe Bob’s Spear 


Joe Bob Briggs, the real founder of the Men’s Movement, now 
publishes his long-awaited volume on relationships among the 
“assorted sexes,” Iron Joe Bob. He goes through all the five phases 
of the path to manhood: Sweating, Yelling, Crying, Drum-Beating, 
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U3, Drive-In Theater GW 

Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

November 14: The Movie Channel’s “Free Preview Weekend,” 
during which the channel is available free to everyone in the 
country, without charge, as a way to sucker you into subscribing. 
Due to the special promotional programming, Drive-In Theater 
doesn’t start until 11:30. First feature: The Hitman: Chuck Norris 
is back as a drug cop who gets blown away by his partner in the first 
scene, comes back from the dead on the operating table, takes a 
secret identity, spends three years undercover, and infiltrates the 
vicious drug gangs of Seattle. Yes, we said Seattle. Three stars. 
(Second feature: Mr. Frost: Stylish French/British horror tale 
starring Jeff Goldblum as a serial killer with surreal powers, 
confined to a British mental asylum, who may be the devil himself, 
come to earth to destroy the science of psychiatry once and for all. 
With Alan Bates as an ex-police inspector obsessed with defeating 
him, and Kathy Baker as the sympathetic psychiatrist who’s the 
only person he’ll talk to. Four stars.) 

November 21: Night Eyes 2: Thriller starring Andrew Stevens 
as a security expert hired to protect the consul general of a Latin 
country, but ends up having a torrid affair with the politician’s wife, 
the sexually frustrated Shannon Tweed. Also starring Tim Russ 
as Stevens’ womanizing partner. Three and a half stars. (Second 
feature: The Forgotten One: Outstanding haunted-house movie, 
about a widowed writer (Terry O’Quinn) who is first terrified by 
the ghost of a woman (Blair Parker) bricked up in his basement 
a hundred years ago, and then finds himself falling in love with her, 
to his even greater horror. Featuring Kristy McNichol as his 
neighbor and ghost-hunting accomplice. Four stars.) 

November 25: Joe Bob moves over to Showtime on Thanksgiv- 
ing Eve for a one-night-only prime-time double feature called “Joe 
Bob’s Turkey Dinner,” consisting of two notorious movies that Joe 
Bob, alone among all the critics in the world, actually likes: Hudson 
Hawk and Ishtar. Hudson Hawk (at 10 p.m.) is the 1991 satirical 
cartoon about a recently released cat burglar (Bruce Willis) 
blackmailed into holding up an auction house so that he can be used 
by the CIA, the Vatican, a nun (Andie MacDowell) and a pair of 
weird Yuppie archvillains (Richard E. Grant and Sandra 
Bernhard) who are trying to find the lost Leonardo Da Vinci 
contraption that turns lead into gold. Also starring James Coburn, 
Danny Aiello and the immortal Frank Stallone. Three stars. 
Ishtar (at 11:45) stars Dustin Hoffman and Warren Beatty asa 
couple of dimwit songwriters forced to put an act together even 
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and Ripping Your Shirt Off Even If It's Expensive. 


For a measly $19, you can order your very own autographed 
copy of Iron Joe Bob. Just fill out the order form below and send <s 
check, MO or Visa/MC to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas TX 75221. Please 7 
add $2.40 shipping and handling. TX residents add $1.57 sales tax. 

















“Bobby ‘Tom-Tom’ Bly says you need to go out into the woods for three days to ‘find 
your wild man.’ In Texas we get the same result in three hours. It’s called ‘beer.” 
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though they can’t carry a tune. The only booking they can get is at 
a budget motel in Morocco, where they become dupes for leftist 
guerrillas, the CIA, and predatory camel traders. With very funny 
performances by Jack Weston as their agent and Charles Grodin 
as a slimy CIA contact. Three stars. 

November 28: Lobster Man From Mars, Terror at the Opera 

December 5: Scanners Night, featuring both sequels to Scan- 
ners, the famous David Cronenberg exploding-head film about a 
group of genetically-mutated children born with the power to read 
minds, to teleport people and objects through space, and to force 
others to do their bidding. First up is Scanners II: The New Order. 
The second feature is Scanners III: The Takeover. 

December 12: Destroyer, Warlock 


- lindstro 

Political Babble: The 1,000 Dumbest 
Things Ever Said by Politicians (David Olive): 
Olive’s timely collection of hilarious verbal boo- 
boos, idiotic utterances and outbursts confirms our 
already high opinions of the government muckety- 
mucks, making a trip to the polls about as fun as 
ingrown toenail surgery. Three stars. ($14.95, John 
Wiley & Sons, Inc., 605 Third Ave., New York, NY 
10158-0012) 

The Bone Yard (F. Paul Wilson, Sheri S. 
Tepper, Ray Garton): Gripping anthology show- 
casing three of the foremost writers of horror and 
dark fantasy fiction. This series of sinister shorts 
seems to follow a chilling pattern wherein some 
loser’s tragic flaw is exposed, culminating in a 
sometimes deserved, sometimes not, but always 
grisly conclusion. Three and a half stars. ($4.95, 
Berkley Books, 200 Madison Ave., New York, NY 
10016) 


Noise violence drowns out two more people, prompting the old refrain... 


Let Shinehead Sing 


guess you saw in the paper where they booed 

Shinehead O’Connor off the stage. When she 
showed up at Madison Square Garden for the Bob 
Dylan tribute, she couldn’t finish her song because of 
all the boos. Normally you have to be a different kind 
of Irish—a Boston Celtic—to get a response like that 
in the Garden. 

But then this hasn’t been a good year for free 
speech in New York City. Two weeks before that the 
governor of Pennsylvania was asked to speak at 
Cooper Union, the historic Greenwich Village lec- 
ture hall where Abraham Lincoln delivered his first 
speech opposing slavery. The governor’s speech, 
“Can a Liberal Be Pro-Life?,” was never delivered. 
Every time the governor opened his mouth, he was 
drowned out by pro-choice protesters. They were so 
loud and nasty about it that even Nat Hentoff, the 
Village Voice columnist whois probably the foremost 
First Amendment advocate in the country, couldn’t 
get them to shut up. 

Actually, this kind of thing is going on all over 
the country, this shouting thing, this noise violence. 
The only reason I’m singling out New York is that 
here we have a city that prides itself on being 
diverse, open, tolerant, the home of the United 
Nations, the place that welcomes gays, minorities, 


foreigners, that does more for the = 


homeless than anyplace else— i 
in other words, a place that’s 
proud of coping with what- 
ever gets thrown at it. 
And even in this 
place people are 
shouted down, 
drowned out, denied 


“eee” 


Sere e 











the right to speak, sing, perform. 

What’s going on here? 

What’s going on is that nobody believes in free 
speech anymore, because nobody really knows what 
itis. Of all the letters of support I’ve received over the 
years, I’ve never gotten even one that said, “I believe 
that anybody ought to be allowed to say anything. 
Period. No exceptions.” 

That’s free speech. 

What people say instead is, “I believe in free 
speech, but I don’t think those panhandlers should 
be allowed in the airport, because they’re disturbing 
people who are minding their own business.” (Why 
do you think they want to be in the airport? Why do 
you think they’re talking so loudly?) 

Or, “I believe in free speech, but these organiza- 
tions like the Ku Klux Klan, that advocate violence, 
should only be given parade permits when we can be 
certain there won’t be any conflicts with other groups.” 
(The reason the Klan wants the permit is to make 
certain there is conflict with other groups.) 

Or, “I believe in free speech, but I don’t think 
writers should abuse that privilege by printing things 
before they know the facts.” (The First Amendment 
is not a privilege. It’s a right. If we knew all the facts 
before we printed something, we’d be God.) 

Or, “I believe in free speech, but those 


Se. Malcolm X supporters on the corner, shout- 


ing through the bullhorn, were inciting 
people to riot.” (If mere words can “in- 
cite to riot,” then why aren’t you—the 
person who witnessed the bullhorn 
shouting—rioting yourself?) 
There are no “buts.” 
Let the people speak. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

i td voiced”? perio voiced, maybe. Or 
Cabernet voiced. Or 
even Night Train 
voiced. But whiskey 
voiced? Never. (Well, 
hardly ever. Scotch 
voiced sometimes. ) 

Thanks for the 
mention in your re- 
view of Campfire 
Tales. I enjoy read- 
ing We Are The 
Weird. Keep it up— 
and keep in touch, 
will you? We worry 
about you. 





| Also whiskey-faced. 


Sincerely, 
Gunnar Hansen 
Northeast Harbor, Me. 


Dear Gunnar: 
When Leatherface starts worrying about your 


personal well-being, you’ve been doing the same job 


too long. 


Dear Mr. Briggs: 

I live in the buckle of the Bible Belt, surrounded 
by neoconservative Republicans—those folks that 
lived in a VA home, attended school with national 
direct student loans, availed themselves of food 
stamps when they were students, were educated in 
public schools, and now wish to preclude anyone else 
from availing themselves of those same “govern- 
ment handouts.” 

I enjoy your columns when I get them. Of course, 
our newspaper here thinks George Will is a leftist. 

Very truly yours, 

Richard M. Healy 

Oklahoma City, Okla. 
Dear Richard: 


I went to school on a “D.A. loan.” The D.A. made - 


sure they assigned me to the unit where they taught 
high school English in the daytime. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Lissen, Joe Bob, I need help bad. I got a postcard 
from you and suddenly I flashed on the fact that I’ve 
moved. 

A few inquiries have revealed that I’m a student 
in The Graduate Theological Union, Pacific School of 
Religion, here in Berkeley, for Christ’s sake... or at 
least you get what I mean. 


Joe Bob’s Advice 
to the Hopeless 


Dunno, Joe Bob. Last thing I remember is read- 
ing something about exploding breasts, but that 
must have been some time ago. 

So get me out of here! These Christians smile all 
the time, but they have no sense of humor and, 
anyway, this is all your fault. 

P.S. I could use a copy of We Are The Weird for 
exegesis. 

Sincerely, 

Jim Bob Hannay 

Berkeley, Calif. 
Dear Jim Bob: 

Nothing wrong with getting credentials for 
preaching that drive-in gospel, but if you use my 
newsletter for exegesis, I'll have you sent to the Betty 
Ford Clinic. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

I know you're extremely busy with important 
tasks like watchin’ for rollin’ heads and countin’ 
breasts on the silver screen, but dammit our basic 
freedoms are being threatened and the country needs 
you. 

It’s two recent rulings by the United States 
Supreme Court. The first one was that it’s okay for 
cops with badges, handcuffs, night sticks, guns and 
attitudes to board buses and trains and ask passen- 
gers for identification and request that they open 
baggage for inspection. Of course you don’t have to 
comply, but then the cops don’t have to tell you that 
you don’t have to comply. The second ruling was that 
it’s okay for local authorities to ban nekkid dancing 
in private establishments. With a ruling like that it 
won't be long and you won’t have any breasts to 
count. 

So you see, Joe Bob, ya gotta jump on this quick 
and alert the Weirds before it’s too late . . . if it isn’t 
already. I could swear I hear the rhythmic tread of 
hob-nail boots in the distance. 

Weirdly, 

Jay Hawk 

Sunnyvale, Calif. 
Dear Jay: 

You know who would be in real trouble? A 
nekkid-dancer performing ona bus or train when the 
cops show up and ask for eye-dee. What’s she gonna 
show em, an ankle tattoo? 


Joe Bob, 

You made a big mistake on the Anita Hill issue. 
The key factor is not how long it took Hill to blow the 
whistle on Thomas, but the fact that the investiga- 
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tive committee came to Hill, not the other way 
around. After all, Thomas was being considered as a 
nominee to the Supreme Court. Would you want 
Thomas sitting in judgment of your actions? If your 
home boy Bush gets elected for another four years 
this might not be as far-fetched as you think! 

I used to think that you stood for some kind of 
“truth” in the land where the Big Lie is king. Now 
I’ve got serious doubts. 

Sincerely, 

Bill Haden 

Grass Valley, Calif. 
Dear Bill: 

“My” home boy Bush? 

Surely you josh. 

My only point was that Anita had ten years to get 
her courage up. Thomas had ten minutes to figure 
out what was going on. 

We also have a thing in America called “ 


play.” 


air 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Some weeks I just couldn’t survive without your 
wonderful wacky humor—and thought perhaps you'd 
like a drive-in informant in Germany. 


ne 


This Week's Cite 


Ken DeBonis of Lynn, Massachusetts: “There 
is a movie I would like to see. I don’t remember the 
title, but the plot is: A sausage maker grinds people 
into pet food. The pets get a taste for human can-o- 
peas, go nuts and dine on, dine on, etc. (Too bad you 
couldn’t do this to your program directors).” What 
movie is this? 

A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. Send 


“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the July 27 issue, Marsha McLaughlin of 
San Luis Obispo, California was trying to locate “a 
copy of the so-called ‘cult’ documentary film Super- 
star: The Karen Carpenter Story. It was done in 1987 
by Brown University’s Todd Haynes. He ‘directed’ 
this film which was ‘acted’ out by defaced Barbie 
dolls, and supposedly it was given a screening in 
New York City to much critical acclaim. . . . Later, 
there was arumor circulating that Richard Carpen- 
ter was very pissed with Superstar and sued Haynes. 
He purportedly resented the fact that he was por- 
trayed as a bit light in the loafers or artistically 
wimpy or whatever it was, and he hated the slant on 
the story and the way he felt his sister was defamed. 
Now, of course, as a big-time Barbie fan, I am dying 
to see this movie or at the very least get your scoop 





Number of drive-ins has been sliced in half, from 
high of fourteen in the sixties to seven struggling for 
survival, hoping to lure in 900 to 1100 autos after 
dark. 

First German drive-in, nearby Gravenbruch, 
opened in 1959, used to sell out for American and 
foreign films. Business has dipped down as couch 
potatoes opt for video. Aardvarking and blood-and- 
gore stuff permitted only for late movies at the drive- 
ins, while anything goes on the sofa at home. 

Avoiding bankruptcy or supermarket takeover 
involves renting drive-ins to auto sales concession- 
aire on Saturdays (this is banned on Sundays under 
country’s blue-law codes). Other problems posed— 
customers who haul away heating units and loud 
speakers, and thieves making off with beer and 
wurst. 

A far-flung fan, 

Hazel Guild 

Variety Correspondent 

Frankfurt, Germany 
Dear Hazel: 

Are you telling me they’re looting the drive-ins in 
Germany? 

And I thought we had problems. 


iae® 


noooooooooooooooooo0o000000000 


on it.” 

Five people sent in information about where to 
get copies of Superstar, but all of the sources are 
companies that we never mention in We Are the 
Weird. (We do not promote companies that have a 
record of failing to fulfill orders, or that are known to 
sell pirated tapes.) So the answer to Marsha’s ques- 
tion is that Superstar is currently unavailable ex- 
cept in bootleg copies. But we went ahead and held 
a random drawing to pick a winner from the five who 
sent in answers. 

And our winner is .. . Jeri Nikiel of Chantilly, 
Virginia, who wrote: “Film Threat Video magazine 
ran the review on this video in one of their issues way 
back before they sold out to commercialism, jumped 
ship to Larry Flynt, and started running ads for 
Batman everything in every issue. Yuck! I called 
Film Threat Video, and they said they remember 
reviewing the film but there is no way that they 
know of to get a copy. They gleefully remembered 
that they reviewed Superstar very poorly in their 
magazine. They said the video was made with ani- 
mated Barbie dolls, cute enough except the dolls only 
moved once about every one or two seconds. This, 
they said, was very tedious, and nearly drove them 
around the bend after twenty minutes. Art is in the 
eye of the beholder, so you might like it... Hope some 
of this helps. With Marsha McLaughlin being a ‘big- 
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time Barbie fan,’ here’s a poem from yesteryear that | 


fans of Barbie might enjoy. ‘Ken and Barbie fell in 
love/But their marriage was a failure,/Because be- 
tween the both of them/They had no Genitalia!” 
Runner-up Richard Elias of Delaware, Ohio 
had additional information: “About Todd Haynes’ 
Superstar: the press kit for his 1991 movie Poison 
included clippings on Superstar which indicated the 
film was withdrawn from circulation after pressure 
from Mattel Corp., the Barbie mongers. The movie 
was never really released, but bootleg copies were 
distributed. About Richard Carpenter being ‘light in 
the loafers’: if this is meant to imply Carpenter is 
homosexual, I doubt Haynes would make this accu- 
sation. Haynes is gay; Poison, which includes a 
segment based on Jean Genet’s Miracle of the Rose(a 
Free Junk nominee), won lots of festival awards and 
wandered through the art house circuit. With Jennie 
Livingstone, Jan Oxenberg, anda few others, Haynes 
is widely regarded as a leading talent among gay 





Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are the Weird and save $5 on an autographed copy of Joe Bob’s 
future bestseller, Jron Joe Bob.. Only €14 (plus $2.40 S/H). Iron 
Joe Bob offer expires December 31, 1992. 


e Yes, here’s $51.40 for a year’s subscription and Jron Joe 
Bob—$86.40 in foreign countries. 


‘= Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


O Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 


Red binder with We Are the Weird logo 
and year (1990, 1991 or 1992) 


$4 per back issue 
$14.95 per binder/$24.95 for two 


Every issue of We Are the Weird ever published, plus 


=Check out Joe Bob’s Ironclad deal! 


filmmakers. Haynes’ sexual orientation would prob- 
ably prevent him from making innuendos that might 
look like gay-bashing. Of course, nobody ever said 
Carpenter or Haynes are whatchamightcall drive-in 
kind of guys.” 

Other runners-up were J. Parker of Crestview, 
Florida, and Richard Wright of Albuquerque. 

P.S. After we published Marsha’s question, she 
wrote back to us with the following update: “I found 
the name and phone number of the film’s distributor, 
and I called them. They were great about it; the film 
is not readily available for public showings but I may 
be able to secure a copy for the Central Coast Barbie 
Club’s first meeting on October 25th. If you want to 
harass us or give us a free plug in your column 
because you need a tad of filler, feel free: ‘The 
Central Coast Barbie Club’s first meeting for adult 
collectors will be held October 25, 1992, in San Luis 
Obispo. If you’re into these dolls, call (805) 544-7715 
for details.” 
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Joe Bob Book Orders 


To order personally autographed copies of Joe 
Bob’s books, send order form to address below. 


Specify what you want Joe Bob to write in your 


AGUIDETO THE Pa 





STERN 
CIVILIZATION 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| book. He'll write whatever you want. Really. 
| 
| 


binders: $150 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. | 
Please note that some of the issues have mailing labels on | 
them, but all are in good condition. Also, a few issues have 

sold out and will be replaced with xerox copies. | 


Historic T-Shirt Offer! 


The front features the Joe 
Bob Briggs World Head- 
quarters symbol (seen at 
right) in deep blue, tur- 
quoise and salmon. In 
other words, it looks like 
Leroy Neiman threw up 








The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 
(TX residents add $1.48 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, $8.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .74 sales tax ea.) 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .82 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .90 sales tax ea.) 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| $2.00 shipping and handling per book. Please allow 4-6 
| weeks for delivery. 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 





on it. The back reads: Name 
aes : : Address 
“The drive-in will never die.” City ot ve 
Short-sleeved, 100% cotton. $14.95 each. Charge Card # 
Add $1.23 sales tax per shirt if you live in Texas, plus $2.40 first Check one: MC___Visa__Ex p.Date: 
class shipping per order. Specify S, M, L, XL! Signature 


Make all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 
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Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Books 


Playboy Index 12/53 to 6/92. Alphabetically 
listed. Spiral bound. 24,000+ entries. In- 
cludes price guide. $28.50, postpaid (prior- 
ity mail). Money order: Paul Hugli, 9440 
Nichols, Bellflower, CA 90706. Personal 
checks must clear bank. 


Fanzines 


Pun Intended—For some people, punditry 
is a gift. To others it’sjust a plague on words. 
Our quarterly zine may be jest what you 
- need to word off those pesky punsters and 
their vowel play. $8/yr. 1124-A Clayton Lane, 
Austin, TX 78723. 
& 

Are you out of your mind? We Are! The 
National Public Humor Newsletter, Amer- 
ica’s most outrageous monthly humor news- 
letter since 1988. Political and Social Comic- 
tary. Jokes. Humor Terrorism & Slapstick 
Journalism. Subscribe for only $12 a year 
(12 issues); $20 for two years. (Sample is- 
sue—$1.00) Send a check or money order to 
NPHN-JBB, PO Box 21, Cheshire, CT 06410. 


Free Ad for 
+ Video 
Collectors! 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 


you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. 
No dealers. Just send infor- 
mation to P.O. Box 2002, Dal- 
las, 1A (622i 





Video Trades 


VHS tape The Best of Shields & Yarnell 
wanted. Jay Seckels, 6909 SE Brooklyn St., 
Portland, OR 97206. 
Interested in male porno videos. Send list 
to: David Warren, 5307 Karm Way, Sacra- 
mento, CA 95842. 
Horrifying—1988 Democratic National Con- 
vention (six hours). Will trade for Beetle 
Bailey videotape. Dr. Wyatt, 2510 Essex, 
Nashville, TN 37212-4120. 
Over 1,000 genre, Eurotrash, Chinese and 
horror videos! Send trading list to: Stuart 
West, 5122 Maple Ave., Mission, KS 66202. 
e 


I'd like to trade for (or buy) a used (VHS) 
copy of Party Camp. I’m desperate! I love 
Jewel Sheppard! Tim Yeary, 8172 Aold 
Boonesboro Road, Winchester, KY 40391. 

Videos wanted—can trade books. Send for 
catalogs. Christopher Hasler, Penguin USA, 
375 Hudson Street, New York, NY 10014. 






Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club. Photos, news- 
letter, etc. Send SASE to 4520 Van Nuys 
Blvd. #538, Sherman Oaks, CA 91403. 


Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! | 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 

| your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't 
forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 
The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 
will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


| $10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 
| Run the ad a second time at half price! 
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